NO    MORE    PEACE

There's a signal in the waving of the guard's green

flag,

There's a signal in the dropping of the lady's bag.
Signals in the track that the steam-roller leaves,
Signals in the web that the spider weaves,
Signals in the turning of the weather-cock.
Signals in the squeaking of the rusty lock,
Signals in the layout of the flowers at Kew,
And signals in the features of the monkeys at the

Zoo.

Take care, take care !
Beware, beware !
You never know,
You never know.
Eena, meena, rnina, mo,
You're a spy, so out you go.

(At end of song enter DAVID and GAIN R.)

DAVID. You know, I don't believe Socrates is
mad at all. We should lay down our arms, he
says, then there would be peace. A simple recipe!

GAIN. Too simple. A man who prefaces
every sentence with the phrase, " I know that I
know nothing," must be a lunatic.

DAVID.   I think he's putting it on.

CAIN.   Why do you think that ?

DAVID. A lunatic usually shows some traces
of reason. This Socrates has not spoken one
single reasonable sentence.

CAIN,   Who do you think the man is ?
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